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Author's Notes: 

| read a while ago an interview with Jan where he said Bystein would frequently tell Pelle that they were going 
to become rich since Pelle had began really missing Sweden. Since | know some Norwegian but not Swedish, 
originally | wanted to write out the dialogue at the end in Norwegian but that would be stupid because they 
would already be speaking Norwegian to begin with so Swedish it was!~ 


"We'll be rich someday" he said pigheadedly, taking a final drag of his cigarette before lighting it out in the 
crystalline ashtray. 


“Stein.” Per mumbled, rolling his eyes. He'd been doing worse recently; his cheek were drawn in and his hair 


began falling out in chunks. 


Per raked his fingers through it anyway, taking some wheat coloured whisps along with them before opening 
his mouth to object: 


"No! shut up and hear me out" the guitarist cut off a little too passionately, his brown eyes lighting up. 
"Okay, so shit isn't going to well, true? But we'll do it right soon, we've got each other; l'm a genius, you're 
probably the best damn vocalist in Norway, if not the world, Jan's still here and just because Jarn's girl is 
pregnant doesn't mean he'll quit, right? And if they do we have Varg or Bard or something so it's alright, it's 
all okay!" 

He got like this; aristocratic and stoic until the right moment, then the brunette's features blossomed into 
something sweet and childlike. Too hopeful and pure for this world, he almost looked like a different person, it 


was no wonder Dystein beat this part of himself into recession 


It's been a while since Per's seen this side of Øystein with all the recent issues, it made him smile; and of 


course Bystein caught it, the observant fucker.. 


"You believe in me, right?" He asked with a raised eyebrow, even though they both knew that that was 


emotional blackmail. 


"Of course | do-" Per shook his head, in the background he could hear Jan drum away at his set, ever eager 


to do his best for the sake of the band, Jørn came last night to show them some new riffs and ideas.. 


"-| just don't know how long | can keep myself on this earth for" he admitted, sprawling out on the paisley 


couch. 

On the TV box some B-rate horror flick played some poor fucker getting his spine ripped out. 
Øystein jumped down on the cushion next to him: 

"As long as | fucking say you willl! 


Looking back at him, Dystein was breathing heavy, his skin flushed down to his neck, long black hair covering 
almost half of his body with how absolutely tiny he was. 


It was nice, sweet almost if Øystein Aarseth could ever be described as such. 


Per couldn't stop smiling at the sight, and the guitarist finally returned it clumsily, not used to it as his small 
fingers reached out to push hair out of Per's face. 


He closed his eyes in preparation of what was to come, and when it did he felt the air leave his lungs; pulling 
his bandmate closer to him as the spring warmth and their body heat collided in something cloying yet 


irresistible. 


Per sighed, keeping his fingers at both sides of Oystein's stubbled jaw as his teeth clamped around Per's 


bottom lip, pulling it away with him before he let it snap back. 


"As long as we've got each other, there's nothing we can't do; so you're not going back to your stupid Sweden, 


stay here with us, with me" 
He opened his mouth to tell him that that was so cheesy that he felt his arteries clog up, that Øystein should 
really lay off watching John Hughes movies and to not refer to his country as stupid but the guitarists lips 


were already on his again, even gentler than the first. 


It wasn't the first time they've kissed, they've done it before but it was either drunken or forcibly during 


arguments to lay off some steam. 


It was usually rough, selfish and agressive but this time Per felt himself go calm; for the first time he 
considered the extent of their feelings for each other. 


And of course since he had absolutely no filter: 

"Jag Alskar Dig." his whispered softly against Øysteins swollen lips. 

"Jeg Elsker" Øystein corrected sardonically, running his fingers through Per's hair. 

"Nej, -Svenska" He said lightly, wondering if he was about to get punched in the face and called a faggot. 
"Ja?" 

"Ja" Per snorted, wondering how the hell this could ever happen. 

Their foreheads pressed together as Øystein's fingers went down to squeeze his biceps. 

"Sedan, hos stanna mig" Øystein said sweetly, but Per still couldn't miss the characteristic sneer. 


"Stanna sedan med mig" He corrected again, earning a wide smirk that proved Per just got himself warped up in 


Bystein's bullshit again. 


“Okay, | will" and he stood up, switching back to his odd Norwegian dialect that was grating on Pers ears, if 
only they could always speak Swedish, maybe he was biased but the guitarists voice just sounded so much 


better like that. 

"Jørn brought us some peaches, they're in season’ Øystein stretched out before walking to the fridge; Per 
quickly understood that he wasn't offering him the peaches, he was telling him them, and that he was going to 
eat it whether he liked it or not. 


"Oh?" He said absentmindedly, watching his bandmate run the skins under cold tap water before attempting to 


cut them into pieces. 


Per smiled as he saw Øystein narrowly avoid cutting his thumb, going over to fetch him a cutting board from 


the cabinet. Øystein gave Per a stubborn expression but he accepted it anyway. 


"Stanna sedan med mig" Øystein repeated quietly, harshly throwing the peaches down into the bowl and placing 


it mid-countertop. 


"Okay" Per shrugged with half a laugh, feigning nonchalance even though a large chunk of him sincerely wanted 


to. 


Underneath the scrutinizing gaze Per took a wedge and bit into it; feeling the juice trickle down his jaw. After 
enough time he uninhinged his jaw to prove his friend that he had, in fact, swallowed it. 


(End) 


